28                     LORD  HERBERT

Are with the night so perished and gone

That of their being there remains no mark,              10

Thou still abidest so entirely one,

That we may know thy blackness is a spark
Of light inaccessible, and alone

Our darkness which can make us think it dark.

ANOTHER SONNET TO BLACK ITSELF

THOU Black, wherein all colours are compos'cl,

And unto which they all at last return;

Thou colour of the sun where it doth burn,
And shadow where it cools; in thee is clos'd
Whatever Nature can, or hath dispos'd                        5

In any other hue: from thee do rise
Those tempers and complexions which, disclos'd

As parts of thee, do work as mysteries
Of that thy hidden power; when thou dost reign,

The characters of fate shine in the skies,                  10

And tell us what the Heavens do ordain:

But when earth's common light shines to our eyes,
Thou so retir'st thyself that thy disdain
All revelation unto man denies.

THE FIRST MEETING

As sometimes with a sable cloud
We see the heavens bow'd,
And dark'ning all the air
Until the lab'ring fires they do contain

Break forth again,
Ev'n so from under your black hair

I saw such an unusual blaze
Lightening and sparkling from your eyes,

And with unused prodigies
Forcing such [terrors and] amaze,
That I did judge your empire here
Was not of love alone, but fear.